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This is Lars 


Author's Notes: 
As you may know, English is not my former language so tell me if you find any mistakel 


"You have to listen to it, man! They're like a.. fuck.. like a bolt from the blue!" Dave exclaimed. 

James rolled his eyes before chuckling. He was always pleasantly amused by seeing his friend so thrilled for 
something. Usually, Dave was either annoyed or raging against someone, not many time he was happily 
weightless but when he was, he was one loud motherfucker. 

James loved - and was probably a little ashamed by - that crazy side of him. Like: what is this crazy fucker 
planning now? Sharing his life with Dave was like living on a rollercoaster, sometimes. Still it was a beautiful 
adventure. 


"They're probably the fastest players in the land’ he explained, turning a key in his house's front door lock. 


James also loved staring at him when he was thoughtful. Not necessarily worried, just immersed in his 


thoughts. Whenever he was pensive, he frowned his eyebrows and parted irresistibly his soft, full, rosy lips. At 
the thought, James guided his hands to the redhead's hips and pressed softly his chest against the other kid's 
back. Dave smirked. 

"You're really interested in Motörhead, | see" he chuckeld, before surrendering to the blond's kisses pressed all 
over his neck Dave closed his eyes and titled his head back against James’ shoulder, letting out a soft moan 
The keys almost fell from his grip. 

"I am, baby. | am" the blond whispered, stroking his red hair away to have access to his ear. 

"Oh, yeah" the redhead moaned, opening the door with a foot, biting his own lip. 

Soon enough, he was slammed against the wall that divided the basement from the doorway, James’ body 
squashing his as their crotches were grinding and they were kissing passionately. He really wanted James.. still 


there was one little problem the blond wasn't aware of. 


"J-James.. fuck." he hissed. "James! Hold on!" The blond stopped his hand from stroking the bulge in the other's 


pants and looked at him, raising a brow. 


"What?" 


"We're not.. you know.. alone." 
Dave blushed while James shrugged. He looked quite confused. 
"| thought your parents weren't living with you. You told me-" 


Dave shook his head. "I know what | told you. Its not them. It's my brother. He lives with me" he grumbled. 


"He's probably sleeping or doing his homework.. so if we could keep-" 

He was already grabbing James’ hips again, a shy smile brightening his lips, when a high-pitched yell was heard. 
"DAVEY! ARE YOU HOME?" 

Dave's palm aimed into his own face. "Shit." 


He led James up the stairs hoping his brother would go back to sleep or whatever he was doing before he 
disturbed that perfect moment between him and his beloved. 


"DAVEY!" 
"Shiiit" Dave grunted. 


The two teenagers froze on the top of the stairs. Before they could even slither inside Dave's bedroom, a tiny 


figure wearing a light blue pajamas with little dark airplanes on it sped out of another bedroom. Dave's younger 


brother was brown-haired, very short and all smiley. He showed no sign of stopping bouncing around with that 
big grin of his. 


"Davey! You're home!" he exclaimed all excited, hugging his brother's leg. 


Dave sighed. "It looks like." 


That's when Lars noticed James presence and faced with an astonished expression. A minute after he started 


to tug at his brother's jeans, trying to get his attention to be introduced to their guest. "Davey, who is he?" 
Dave sighed once again while James smiled to Lars and the kid smiled back shyly. 

"This is James. He's my..classmate’ he said, bushing. The redhead shared a conspirational look with James as he 
cleared his throat. Dave loved those moments. Nobody knew about them but now the little tornado threatened 
to ruin all their plans. 

"Listen, he hates little dwarves like you, so go back to your room.” 

Lars crossed his arms against his chest and scowled at the redhead. 


"James, this is my ball-breaker little brother, Lars" he added, turning to the blonde. 


James smiled sweetly and kneeled to ruffle the kid's hair. Lars cocked his head by a side and kept quiet, 
thinking, before he turned his head up to Dave, his big brown eyes now shiny. 


"He's cute! | like him!" he chirped happily. "Can we keep Jamie with us?" 


